A NEW SONG 


Sung before the 


Loyal Lrvery-Men mn Weſtminſter Hall 


FZuly the 19th. 1683. 


L. 


Ark ! how Noll and Bradſhaw's Heads above us 


H Cry, Come, come, ye Whigs that love us : 
Come, ye faithful Sons, fall down, and adore ye 
Your Fathers, whoſe Glory 
Was to kill Kings before ye ; 
- From Treafon and Plots let your grave Heads adjourn, 
And our glorious Pinacle adorn. | 
What though the Scaffolds all are down here, 
To entertain the Friends of the Crown here ? 
T5 whoſeLives and whoſe Fortunes Great Charles will maintain, 
For Monarchy-haters, 
Damn'd Aſſoctators, 
Whigs, Baſtards and Traytars, 
We'll build 'em, we'll build 'em again. 
Let the infamous Cut-throats of Princes be ſhamm'd all, 
Their black Souls be damn'd all, 
Their Blunderbuſs ramm'd all 
With Brimſtone and Fire infernal ; 
The Gods that look o'r Him 
Did by Wonders reſtore Him, 
Their Angels fate round Him 
Tat hour that they crown'd Him, 
And were liſted His Guards Eternal. 
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How, like Jove, the Monarch of Great-Britain 
Drives the Gyant-Sons of Titan ! 


Down ye Rebel-Crew ; ye Slaves, lie under : 
| See ! ! CHARLES with His Thunder 
Has daſh'd 'em all aſunder ; 
Down from His bright Heav'n the Aſpirers are hurl'd, 
Loſt in the common Rubbiſh of the World : 
See, how the God returns Victorious ! 
And to make His Tryumph ftill more Glorious, 
See, the whole Hoſts of Heav'n the proud Conquerour meet ! 


| 


The Stars burn all brighter, 
The Son mounts uprighter, 
Whilſt his Steeds gaMlop lighter, 
To ſee, ſee their Fove made ſo Great : | 
With the brands and the ſtings of a Conſcience Diſloyal, 
From the fiery Tryal, 
Let the Coward Slaves flie all, 
Leave Vengeance and Gibbets behind 'em 
Whilſt the great Deſperadoes 
All curn'd Renegadoes, 
With their old Friends took napping, 
In ſome Cole-hole at Wapping 
Shall CHARLES and His Juſtice find 'em. 
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| Let the malice of Fanatick Roundhead 
| ( Batch'd in Hell) be ſtill confounded, 
The RoyYaL BROTHERS no Storm e're ſeyer, 
But new Wonders deliver, 
And Their Heirs Reign for ever, | 
On Englands bright Throne fit till Times laſt Sand runs, 
And ſtop their Glories Chariot with the Suns. 
Then for CHAR LES*s ſecond Reſtauration, 
Snatch'd from the Jaws of the Imps of Damnation, 
We with Feaſtings and Reyels will chear up our Souls, 
For the ſafety of CAESAR, 
In Joy, and in Pleaſure, 
We'll out-run all meaſure, 
Till our Hearts ſhall o're-flow like our Bowls. 
For a Health to Great Charles,let the Goblets be crown'd there, 
The Huzza go round there, 
To the Skies let it ſound there, 
Up to th' Throne of Great CHARLES's Protector, 
| Till the pleas'd Gods that ſee, Boys, 
Grow as merry as we, Boys, 
Joyn their Spheres in the Chorus, 
Make their whole Heay'ns out-roar us, 


And pledge us in Bumpers of Nectar. By E. s. 
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